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"This is a most delightful veran'da/' he told her.
" See the yellow flowers, coming in to look at it."
"There are alamandas," said Nelly Ryan* "They
are verree pretty, I think/*
" Oh, yes." He looked at her, longing to be impres-
sive, but rather feeling doubtful. He decided to run
the risk.
" This is a prettier veranda than Mrs Nixon's, where
I was discussing breakfast some mornings ago," he
remarked.
Nelly gave him a look of surprise.
"You?"she said.
" We had a very fine breakfast, I assure you. Me,
Mr and Mrs Nixon, Miss Anderby, Mr M'Whizzle,
and myself."
"You were invited there to breakfast?"
" Mr M*Whizzle and I happened to be casually pass-
ing on business," explained Archibald, avoiding her
eye. "We were asked to enter, and we entered
thereupon. There was straw fruit for breakfast, an
extremely eatable fruit. I had a share of it. Do you
know the straw fruit?"
"No, I do not," replied Nelly.
" There are also two fierce dogs," continued Archi-
bald, reminiscently. " They were at their fiercest that
morning, but I subdued them,"
" Miss Anderby told me about that," Nelly said in
a dry voice.
"She told you?" exclaimed Archibald, surprised.
"Oh, yes."
" You know her, then?"
" I see her every day," explained Nelly, filling his